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Von. LXX. DECEM 


Fun Week by Week. 


By tas Party ON THE Spor. 











Wednesday.—The festive season being now well within the scope 
of practical politics, have been thinking about Christmas presents a 
good deal. 


LIMITS. 


As Christmas time is coming round, 
I thought it would be pleasant 

(If something useful could be found) 
To make myself a present ; 

But, from inspection, ’twould appear 
That Commerce first employs 

Its efforts at this time of year 
On Christmas cards and toys! 


Bought myself a tie-pin representing a plum pudding and some 
socks with holly and mistletoe clocks. Had to drop it, though, and 
fetch Mr. Balfour up from Windsor, after which I went to give the 
Majestic, with troops for South Africa, a send-off at Liverpool. Took 
& look—a long look—at the West End winter show of dogs at 
Earl’s Court, and then to the football match between Oxford and 
Cambridge at the Queen’s Club. Dined with the Actors’ Benevolent 
Fund at the Metropole. 


Thursday.—Great excitement in North London—absorbed in- 
terest to exclusion of all other matters—New River Company main 
burst and flocded part of the Caledonian Road. Delight of the 
youthful population—the severe weather holding out prospect of 
joy. 

SLI(DE) DoGs! 


When north-east breezes make us fain 
To hug our furs and shiver, 
Dame Fortune chose to throw a main— 
A burst !|—with the New River ; 
Though elders mutter, ‘‘ Well, I’m blowed! 
If this ain’t irritating! ”’ 
The youth of Caledonian Road 
Expect to get some skating. 


Friday.—Just took H.R.H. along and helped him to distribute 
the Soudan medals to the ist Life Guards, then went along to Her 
Majesty’s Theatre to a meeting of the Actors’ Benevolent Associa- 
tion, with H. Beerbohm Tree in the chair. Some talk of an 
Academy of Dramatic Art. Good old idea, often mooted, never 
likely to come to anything in England, conditions against it. 
Motion adjourned, of course. Took Lord omy” and Major Sir H. 
Ewart down to Windsor to dine with Her Most Gracious, and stay 
the night. 
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Saturday.—Got Chamberlain off to Dublin early, and left him 
there. Then took the Duke and Duchess of Connaught and the 
Princess Louise to look over the Maine and present a Union Jack 
from Her Most Gracious. Inspected some war sketches at Goupil’s, 
and afterwards got absorbed in a “ Happy Thought” show of child 
pictures at the Fine Art Society’s Rooms. Dined with myself at 
the club, and then to hear the Hon. ©, Russell lecture on “Curran” 
to the Irish Literary Society. Lunar eclipse this evening, 


ELIPSE. 


A beautiful moonlight night— 

An atmosphere “ frosty but kindly "'— 
They said an eclipse was in sight 

(A statement I credited blindly)— 
Complete preparations were 

(With telescope clinket pre 
The earth put the moon in the 

I slept like a top in my blankets ! 


Monday.—Took His Royal Highness to a meeting of the Society 
for the Prevention of Consumption (and other similarly nasty 
things) at the Gray’s Inn Hall, and then back to Marlborough House 
for a meeting of the League of Mercy. They were not all there, of 
course. “ Half a League, Half a e”’—but I pardon. Saw 
Chamberlain through his little bit of business at Dublin University 
with his LL.D. In the evening to the Westminster Play. 


Tuesday.—Fetched Lord Roberts and his family from Dublin to 
London. Attended memorial service in 8t. Paul's in honour of our 
valiant dead, and then down to Southampton to give a send-off to 
more troops. A thought occurred to me. 


THE OMITTED QUALITY, 


The Boers are knocking holes and troops 
We need to fill the c a 
And volunteers respond with whoops 
Of brave enthusiasm. 
Lord Roberts goes to take command— 
Lord Kitchener takes shipment— 
And strategy, I understand, 
Is part of their equipment. 


A distinctly new departure—better late than never, at any rate. 
Spent the rest of my time at Truth’s delightful doll and toy show. 
I wish you a Merry Christmas and a Successful Boxing Day! 


Tus Srorren. 
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A SOUTH AFRICAN POST CARD. 


Brilliant Sortie from Ladysmith. 


Lo! a gallant small force did ride forth in the dark 

To attack and to capture the Boer “ Gun Hill,”’ 
Warily, stealthily gaining the foot. Hark! 

There's no noise in the camp, all is peaceful and still. 


For now wearied they rest, till approach of the dawn, 
Then advance, swiftly passing the picket asleep ; 
Up the kopje they charge, till awoke, with a yawn, 
Quickly springs up their foe, as they upwards still creep. 
But a sentry soon hailed, ‘‘ Wie gaat daar? '’—who goes there ? 
Then he fired in mad haste, as he gained no reply. 
And he shouted, with echoes that rung through the air, 
‘Up, the British are on us, for life onward fly!”’ 


Down the hill fled the foes, like scared hares before Hunter: 
Who entrenchments entire, and position now held, 

Then blown up were ‘“‘ Long Toms '’—so named by punster— 
The new Howitzer gained, with a Mazim Nord’feld. 


Feat of arms truly brilliant, and causing no clash, 
Was thus made by a leader with record and name; 
So well known for his enterprise, spirit, and dash, 
Sir A. Hunter who won in Soudan brightest fame. 
J. H, OaKuey, 


Mr. Quiverful’s Christmas Box. 


Ir was Christmas morning, and Mr. Quiverful was anxiously 
pacing up and down his study, for he momentarily expected the 
nurse to arrive with intelligence respecting a certain interesting 
event. Mr. Q. was tolerably used to this sort of thing, but still he 
was naturally anxious. 

There was a knock at the door, and, in answer to his ‘‘ Come in,” 
the nurse burst into the room, and exclaimed— 

: “Oh, sir, Santa Claus ’as sent you sich a bootiful Christmas 
ox!”’ 

“Has he?” said Mr. Quiverful, wearily. ‘“ What is it, nurse— 
a girl or a boy?” 

‘Tt's both, sir—twins! A lovely girl and boy, sir!” beamed the 
nurse. Ain’t Santa Claus been good to you, sir?” 

“Good !” groaned Mr. Quiverful, who is nota rich man. “All 
I wish is that he would add to his ‘ goodness’ by giving me one more 
Christmas box for my own personal use—a coffin.” 
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The Complements of the Season—Roast beef and plum pudding. 
A name suggestive of many colours—Hughes (hues). 


Why should waiters be cramful of news ?—Because they are 
always dishcovering and dishclosing something. 
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The Vacant Chair. 


Merry Christmas ? No! the saddest 
That we’ve had for many years. 
When our soldiers fall by hundreds, 

And the land is full of tears ; 
When the children cry for “ father !”’ 
And the widow, full of care, 
With a heart that’s nearly broken, 
Gazes on the vacant chair ! 


O Red War, the greedy monster ! 
It is prowling night and day, 
Both the general and the private 
To its hunger fall a prey: 
So the lady and the worker 
Must a common sorrow share; 
And they both, with lips that quiver, 
Gaze upon the vacant chair! 


‘*Peace on earth, good will,” this 
season ! 
What a mockery it is, 
When the bayonets are flashing, 
And the murd’rous bullets whizz; 
When the dead, with ghastly faces, 


And the ones at home are weeping 
When they see the vacant chair! 


Some of us this ‘“‘ Merry ” Christmas 
In song will not raise the voice, 
For when many hearts are breaking 

It seems wicked to rejoice. 
Let us help widows and orphans 

Their grievous burden to bear, 
But, alas! no gifts nor money 

Can fill up the vacant chair ! 


On the sky fixedly stare ; = = “ iz 
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Christmas Bills. 


THOosE Christmas bills, those Christmas 
bills! 

The thought my mind with frenzy fills. 

Those lengthy ones, and not a few 

Which shortly will be falling due, 

The worst of all one’s human ills, 

Those aggravating Christmas bills. 


Those Christmas bills, those Christmas 
bills ! 

With frequent hints of mens tills, 

Of big accounts that must be met, 

Which ask prompt payment of your debt. 

I feel no gay and festive thrills 

When pondering o’er those Christmas 
bills. 


Those Christmas bills, those Christmas 

















A FACT. 


bills ! ; : , , 
Lady (thinking of extra work to Shop Assistant, who has made a misttke in the 


My tradesmen dun me with steel quills! 
What can I do to drive away 
The thought of what there is to pay ? 


change ).—‘' Well, we must make some allowances, as it is Christmas time.” 
Shop Assistant (thinking of Christmas m:rriment). 


-“* Indeed, it’s nothing of the 


I’ll roll ’em into lengthy spills kind. I’m a strict teetotaler!’’ 


And light my pipe with Christmas bills! 








The Boerish Character. 
[No one bas found a more bitter opponent in the Boer than the 
missionary. | 
THE religion of the Boers is greatly tainted by their greed, 
For tho’ they think of highest Heaven they're the pillars and 
chief prop, 
Yet despoiling the Uitlanders is the keystone of their creed, 
Hence they clu'ch at all the tid-bits at the top. — 
When they rushed into this war, and our negotiations spurned, 
They were confident the Britishers they thoroughly would whop, 
But, so far as that inordinate conceit may be concerned, 
Well, we've taken just a little off the top. 


Se cacanscamennmes = . a 


Christmas Plate—Dinner plate. 
In what kev should a Christmas carol be turned ?—A tur-key. 


Employment for Women—To hold their tongues. 


Christmas Proverbs. 
Make punch while the kettle boils. 
A goose on the table is worth two at the poulterer's. 
Cut your turkey according to the company. 
Defile not your mouth with impure spirit. 
Eat not to-day what you will repent of to-morrow. 
Empty glass, and pass the bottle round. 
Fools make feasts, and wise doctors dose them. 
Money buys the mistletoe. 
People in glass houses shouldn't pick bones. 
Civility becomes al]—who want Christmas boxes 


A children’s party—Santa Claus. 
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“In times of peace : : 


On leave o’ nights you meet him in the streets, 


As happy as a schoolboy and as gay !”’ 


Some Christmas Maxims. 
FATHER CHRISTMAS :— 
GENTLE stranger, stop and hearken, 
I am Christmas hale and gray ; 
Have you seen some lads in kharki 
Marching anywhere this way ? 
It’s for them that I am scouting, 
For I want to get their range 
While I take my yearly outing 
With a Maxim for a change. 
They are yonder! Take my blessing ! 
I shall catch them up anon— 
I must give those lads a dressing 
Till my ammunition’s gone. 
I must haste to the attack, oh, 
With my pipes and my tobacco, 
For without them they will lack, oh, 
Things which lighten Tommy's jobs! 
I have puddings which I'll fling them, 
I have carols, too, to sing them, 
But, the best of all, I bring them— 
What ? Why, Kitchener and 
‘‘ Bobs"! 


So I'll drink the “ British Army” in 
some rare old wine, 
For every gallant Tommy is a friend 
of mine! 
And he'll set things fairly humming 
When he hears that “ Bobs  iscoming 
To bring a merry Christmas to the 
“Thin Red Line"! 


Hark! I hear the mighty rattle 
Of the rifle and the gun— 

All the storm and stress of battle, 
Where ten thousand fight as one. 

I have passed the peaceful city 
To its wants I've given heed, 

There my eyes were full of pity, 
Here my heart begins to bleed. 

For the flower of Great Britain 
Presses eager for the fight, 

And is sorely pressed and smitter 
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‘‘In times of war it’s Tommy to the front, 
We sit at home while Tommy bears the brunt!” 


While it’s falling, falling, falling, 
Through the clamour grim, appalling, 
I can hear some voices calling, 

And my heart with pity throbs! 
They must know that I have sought 


them, 

I was their's, their mothers taught 
them, 

And the best of gifts I’ve brought 
them— 


What? Why, Kitchener and 
** Bobs"’! 


Let them bless the Father Christmas 
known as '99— 
For good tidings from Old England all 
our Tommies pine; 
And they'll think they must be dream- 
ing 
When they hear that ‘‘ Bobs ” is steam- 
ing 
O’er the ocean, sent by Christmas, to 
the ‘‘ Thin Red Line.” 


Ah, I see them in the distance— 
For I've travelled fast and far— 

Fierce with passionate resistance, 
Gallant soldiers that they are ! 

For with courage none are fuller ; 
Who can match the martial might 

Of Methuen, Powell, and Buller, 
French, and Gatacre, and White ? 

Hard the struggle they're maintaining 
With their strong intrepid foe— 

Who dare say that Britain's waning 
While such valour she can show ? 

I must hasten, I must hurry, 

Mid the turmoil and the flurry, 

They are worn with deadly worry, 
And the joy from life it robs! 

Hands of friends, I long to wring 

them, 

Sops of comfort I must fling them, 

Till the best of all I bring them 
What ? Why Kitchener 


The Gaicty Girl. 
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Let Old Christmas give his presents 
with a smile benign— 
For no present’s half so pleasant as a 
gift of mine! 
And my time I’ve not been wasting— 
Soon they’ll know that ‘ Bobs”’ is 
hasting 
To bring a merry Christmas to the 

‘“‘Thin Red Line’”’! 

Now I’ve got the range precisely ; 

See, they rush to meet my shells, 
Which are bursting very nicely 

With a peal of Xmas bells. 

Bless their hearts, it is a pleasure 

Their delight to thus behold— 

For each gift they seem to treasure 

As if worth it’s weight in gold. 

See, in thousands they are flocking, 

They are recognising me— 

As their childhood’s friend — with 
‘‘ stocking”’ 

And with lighted ‘‘ Christmas tree.’ 
That child-Christmas wild and jolly, 
With it’s frolic, fun, and folly, 

With it’s mistletoe and holly, 

And it’s chestnuts on the hobs— 

Like to children they are singing, 
I can hear their voices ringing— 
For they know that I am bringing— 
What? Why, Kitchener and 
“ Bobs ’’! 


Come, then, drink ‘‘ The British Army’”’! 
in some rare old wine, 
For the friend of Tommy Atkins is a 
friend of mine. 
He'll forget his woes benumbing 
When he hears that ‘‘ Bobs” is coming 
To bring a Merry Christmas to the 
‘Thin Red Line ’’! 
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A Foot Rule. | 


Mr. Growler (to his children).—‘‘ Now, 
k here, if any of you children hang up | 
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CHRISTMAS MAXIMS. 


ASSISTED BY JOHN BULL, PRESENTS ARMS AND 








AMMUNITION TO HIS BOYS IN 
(For Cartoon Verses, tee page 204.) 
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e 
UP-TO-DATE. 
Errand Boy.—* Please, mum, will yer give me a Christmas box ? 
Customur.** Why, my boy, didn’t 1 give you one yesterday ?” 


é SH DL ER 


Er and B. y.—“ No, that yer didn't, cos 1 only started work with ’em ter-day.”’ 


Fun and Fancy (Dress); or, The Great 
United (Christmas) Party. 
AN EXTRAVAGANZA IN SEVERAL CONVERSATIONS. 
Scene: The Hall of a Million Lights, ** Fun” Office. 


DRAMATIS PERSON”: 


Lord Salisbury ...ccccceeeees as Atlas supporting the World 

SE eee Kn eee dues Oliver Tod Cromwell Sloan 

Mr. Joseph Chamberlain ...... A Good Old English Gentle- 
man 

Sir William Harcourt ........ » A Very Ancient Briton 


Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman ,, The Two-Headed Nightingale 
Mr. Leonard Courtney and Sir 


BdeparG Clare ccccccccccce . Gemini 
Mr. Mas:ingham  ......-+06+ - », A Nonconformist Alcibiades 
and 


The Duke of Devonshire ...... a8 Sleeping Beauty. 
Fairies, Policemen, Clowns, Cavaliers, Peasants, etc. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the company, about to Cisperse, talk- 
ing in groups.) 
Chamberlain. 
about, old man ? ' 
Sa'isbury.—** Not a bit tired, thanks!” 
Chamberlain. Jecause I should be most happy to relieve you, 
you know, most happy " ; 
Haltsoury “Tm s 


‘* Quite sure you're not tired carrying that globe 


} } } -s ; 
1 would; but I feel as if I could carry it 


I'm from Jones, the grocer.” 





' 
| 





By Mr. “ Fon’s” WAsSHERWOMAN. 


it, ’an ain’t at all hattractif. 





sorry ’is son ’as fallen. 


bukshelf. ’E was not a bookmaker. 


Quene’s sun, Konnort, 













‘em the slip. 
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= 
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“On Things in General.” 


In spite of the littel Irelanders, the 
Dublin Huniversitee ’as conferd a dgre of 
dubbel-hel-d on Joey, ’an ’is ’iglars, as 
sojers calls the ballune wich goes up at 
LadiSmith. Joe is getin a lerned chap 
now, as I spose we must hadress ’im as 
Doctor, wich as a fissickay sound about 


Good old ‘“Bobs” of'Candyhar’as taken 
up the gluves, and fetched the Kitchener 
from Kartoum. The two of ’em will 
make it ’ot for the Boers, and sho the 
way to Pretoria to our Tommies. As 
| Kiplin’ says, ‘‘‘ Bobs’ ’as eyes all down ’is 
sleves.” "E ’as saved many a wurs 
posishun in India. We ar’ all very 


Quaritch, the bookman, is no more. 
Full of yeres he’s filled up many a 


‘ Remember the Maine!” Good luc’ 
to ’er. She’s a fine horsepital ship pre- 
sented by our gud frends ‘‘ our Amerikan 
cussins,’”’ and sales under three flags, 
the ‘Stars and Stripes,” the ‘“ Union 
Jack,” an’ the ‘*Red Kros.’”’ The 
presented 
the Union Jack in ’er grashus name. 
| She will sale for South Hafriky with 
| Lady Randolph Churchillas chief nurs in 
a few days. I’m sorri ‘er brave boy, 
Winston, ’as not been abel to helude 
them Boers, wich ’as kort him again 
after gettin’ away from ’em nicely like at 
Pretoria. I daresay he'll manage to give 


I’m sumwhat relucktant to wind up 
this kopy o’ mine with the usual ‘*‘ Wish 
yer @ Merri Kristmas an’ a ’Appy 

; New Year,” as there karnt be many 
— ’omes without a ‘“‘sorror’”’ of sumsort in 
it. I can only ’ope that in the nex 
number of Fun, wich commences the 
nue year, I shall be abel to rite more 
cheerful. Anyhow, I do’opes you'll pass 
yer Kristmas ’olidays as comforable as 





Chamberlain.— D lighted to hear you say so, I’m sure. Ah, 
Bannerman, what's your view of things now ?”’ 
_ Bannerman.—* Ah, we must see the war through, you know, see 
it through. And I'll tell you this—it’s a lucky thing for you all 
that I was at the War Office when I was, or there wouldn’t have 
been much ie 

Chamberlain.— Cordite, I suppose, eh, Bannerman ?”’ 

Bannerman.—“ No, sir; not much British army, sir! As for that 
cordite, ‘ Humanum est errare,’ you know.” 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ Quite so, quite so, as Virgil is said to have 
remarked, ‘ Nisi prius, nemine dissentiente sine die!’” 

Bannerman (staggered).—** Hah!” 

Chamberlain (to Salisbury, sotto voce).—‘‘ Had him there,I fancy. 
If he thinks my quotations are limited to Dickens, he’s mistaken.”’ 








_ fosebery.— Ah, Harcourt! How are you? Why, this is quite 
like old times. By the bye, what are you? An acrobat—ground 
and lofty tumbling—and that sort of thing, I suppose ?”’ 

Harcourt (stifly).—** No, sir, not that sort of thing at all. This, 
sir, is as near the Ancient Briton’s costume as your County Council 
will permit.”’ 

_ Rosebery.— But what’s that you have in your hair—straws? 
Very appropriate— show which way the wind blows.” 

_Harcourt.—* No, they are not straws—they are spring-onions ! 
The nearest thing the costumier could do for leeks. (Whispers) 
You see it pleases my constituents. But what on earth are you ?”’ 

Rosebery.— Cut rather a queer figure, don’t I ?—but then, you 
see I've no constituents to please. I’m a Puritan Jockey, that’s 
what I am, with a Gimcrack conscience, and a Nonconformist 
appearance. Funny idea, isn’t it? But what's your opinion of the 


weary 
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Harcourt.—‘ Well, sir, I consider the South Wales Borderers the 
flower of the British Army. That’s my candid and only opinion 
at present. I don’t think much of the Oxfordshire Light Infantry; 


he . 

and as for the Derbyshire Regiment, well, it’s the last regiment I 
should send a box of chocolate to, I give you my word.” 

at Rosebery.— But you agree with me that the war must be seen 
p through ?”’ 

AS | Harcourt.— At the present moment I agree with nobody, and I 
t can’t see through anything. I bide my time. But look at old 

Bannerman talking away like a dashed duet. All things to all men 

bn : = know the kind of thing. I’ve done a little in that line myself, 
or ut Bannerman beats me—hollow. Before supper he was all 
ll arbitration and Peace Conference, and after supper he sang ‘ The 

he Absent-Minded Beggar’ twice, and was starting ‘ Soldiers of the 
8 Queen’ when he caught Sir Edward Clarke’s eye. Let’s go and 

is worry him, come!” 

rs . . . . . . - . . . 

'y Courtney.—‘‘ Ah, dear friend, how are you, how are you? How's 

Plymouth looking—Christmassy, eh?” 

e. Clarke.—‘‘ Don’t mention the beastly hole, I can’t bear it- 
& How’s Bodmin?” 

a Courtney.—‘‘ Only so so, very so so! Strange, isn’t it? You 

: know what Pope says, ‘ An honest man’s the noblest work of God.’ 

“ But Bodmin doesn’t read Pope.”’ 

' Clarke.—“ Kipling, I suppose. (Grimly) Ah, if I ever get that 
* Absent-Minded Beggar’ in the box !—but who’s this ?”’ 

e Courtney.—‘‘ Massingham! What! You don’t know Massing- 
] ham? Why, my dear Clarke, not to know Massingham argues 


yourself—(catches Sir Edward’s eye)—I beg your pardon! Late 
editor of the Chronicle, you know, resigned—same hole as ourselves. 
Inestimable young man; clever, too. Why, a brother of his was 
educated at the University! Think of that! I know it's a fact, 
because I read it in one of the sixpenny magazines. Let me intro- 
duce you. Mr. Massingham, Sir Edward Clarke.”’ 

Clarke.—‘‘ Pleased to make Mr. Massingham’s acquaintance. He 
knows, I suppose, that J have said that ‘ this lamentable war is 
absolutely unnecessary !’ ”’ 

) Massingham.—“ Yes, sir, full well, full well. Ah, me, we live 
in asad age, Dr. Clarke—a very——’”’ 

Clarke.—“ I’m not Dr. Clarke ! ” 

Courtney (whispers).—“ Sir Edward Clarke, great Q.C. ”’ 

Massingham.—‘‘ I didn’t know, really. But, as I was saying, we 
live in a sad age, Sir Edward. You remember Crete, and Col. 
Vassos ? Did we fight then? Did we send boxes of chocolates to 
him? O sacred Greece, O Acropolis,O Agamemnon, O Homer! 
O, the daze which is gone, and the knights which are no more. 
Omega, Omega, iota kappa gamma omicron.”’ 

Clarke.—* 1’m afraid your young friend’s ill —— ' 
7 : Courtney.— No ; he always talks like that ! ” 


Clarke.—‘‘ He must be a pleasant companion.” 


~~ Ss ee wr h6[!S 
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Salisbury.—‘‘ Where's the Duke—I haven’t seen him ?” 

Rosebery.—‘‘ There he is—curled up in that ‘ cosy corner,’ dream- 
ing the happy hours away.” 

Salisbury.—‘‘ Hadn’t we better wake him ?”’ 

Rosebery.—‘‘ No; he came as Sleeping Beauty on purpose. He— 
good heavens! ” 

Salisbury.—‘ What’s the matter ?” 

Rosebery.—‘‘ Pelion on Ossa! Harcourt’s sat on him!”’ 

(A prolonged howl is heard.) 

Harcourt.—‘‘ My dear Duke—ten thousand pardons—I wouldn't 
for the world have———”’ 

Devonshire.—‘‘ Not a word, not a word! Entirely my own fault. 
But you're a man of weight, you know—capital entertainment, isn't 
it? I’ve never been socomfortable in a strange house before. I like 
these little fancy-dress festivities. You remember that ball I gave? 
Ha! ha! Wish to goodness I'd thought of Sleeping Beauty then, I 
should have enjoyed it alot more. But here’s Fun—my dear Fen, 
I was just saying to Harcourt, what a capital evening I have had. 
That ‘ cosy corner’ of yours is really delightful.” 

Fun.—“ I thought you'd like it. The cushion’s stuffed with 
back numbers of War against War. Makes you feel tired, 
doesn’t it ?”’ 

Duke.—“It does, it does. I never spent amore charming evening.”’ 

Fun.—* You are too good, but, although I say it who shouldn't, 
it is very rare that my visitors are dissatisfied with the entertain- 
ment I provide. But that reminds me I have a toast to propose 
before we part. Gentlemen! We all have our little differences on 
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matters of opinion and on matters of taste, but, after all, we are 
Britons— (hear, yy Rone Britons never shall be slaves! (Camp- 
bell-Bannerman : ‘‘ Hurray !") Then, gentlemen, I have a toast 
to propose, Are your glassescharged? Then, gentlemen, I give 


you— 
‘“* Bons’! 
and 
Tue British Army! 
A Victorious Christmas and a Happy New Year!"’ 
Enthusiasm and 


(CurRTAIN. ] 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. Jerome's Miss 
Hobbs is a merry touch- 
and-go ‘comedy by 
courtesy ’’ (for there is 
lots of farce in it), and, 
played as it is at the 
Duke of York's, ought 
to epjoy a good run 
through the holidays— 
and after—to full houses. 
Miss Millard is charm- 
ing, of course, and Mr. 
Waring's firm style is by 
no means out of place- 
as hinters had previously 
suggested it would be. 

* Mr. Allan Aynesworth's 
finish and humorous 
appreciation tells excel- 
lently, and Miss Susie 

_ Vaughan’s quiet skill is 
as delightful as always. 
Mr. Cosmo Stuart as a 
young “muff,” Mr. 

Macdonald as an opin- 

L ionated skipper, Mr. 
Curtiss as a page, Miss 

: Agnes Millar as @ quar- 

Tue Cuops or THE CHANNEL, relsome wife, and Miss 

Ida Yeoland as an 

ingenue make a strong backing for the leaders, and carry all 


before them. 


The Gas and Allied Trades Exhibition that opened at the Royal 
Aquarium on the 21st inst., and which will remain open until the 
23rd January, 1900, is of unusual interest and intrinsic value, show- 
ing all the most approved illuminants and newest methods and 
apparatus for intensifying light with the least possible cost and 
consumption of gas. Few —_— are probably aware of the rapid 
stride made in gas light an ——_ since the introduction of the 
electric light. The whole of the vast Aquarium and galleries are 
now being lighted with gas, and the costly and uncertain electric 
s done away with. As the cost of the latter to the Aquarium 
Society was only 24d. per unit, enormous improvements in the 
former over the electric are clearly apparent, inasmuch as this is 
the second time an electric installation plant has been laid at the 
Aquarium, gas subsequently ineach case supplementing it. 


One of the most attractive Christmas shows in London is the 
World’s greatest varieties at the Royal Aquarium. The perform- 
ances are timed to commence at 10 a.m., and terminate 11-45 p.m., 
nearly a 14 hours’ continuous show. In addition to which there will 
be displayed in the spacious area and galleries every conceivable 
novelty. 

Some verses on the Transvaal War have been written y 
S. Hazeldine Warren. Sentimental, practical, and intelligible, th 
writer's style will appeal to very many. The ode “To Our 
Colonies" is well expressed. Thus :— 

‘Welcome! Canadians. 
Welcome ! Australians. 
Bound in most loyal bands 
To us, through British lands, 
One undivided race 
Circling the earth's wide face.” 

A recent issue of the Christian Globe contains a musical supple- 
ment, “ The City of Light,” a sacred song, written by M, E. Rourke, 
and composed by C. Preston Wynne. 
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A HINT. 


Seedy Individual (stopping gentleman).—‘ Mornin’, sir. You don’t ‘member me. 
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“Fun’s” Christmas Puzzles. 
I.—TRANSPOSITION. 


CLEAR in the eye of mind I see 

Two persons of great antiquity. 
The first is a bringer of Christmas glee 
To lasses and lads: but the next—ah, me !— 
Is a black-boding terror (or ought to be) 

To mortals who work iniquity. 
The names of these ancients I bid you declare : 
Transpose me the one, and the other is there. 


II.—WoRrpD-SQUARE. 


When old Daddy Christmas did second our place, 
He was fifth in his finest array. 
No flawsyand no fourth in his garb could we 
trace 
And his first was a wizardly grey. 
And he chortled, ‘‘ I hope by your present good 
cheer 
Ye will third for the envies and spites of a 
year!” 


III.—HEApD-CHANGES. 


Here’s a tale that will seem quite absurd 

Till you’ve altered the ‘‘ head ”’ of each word. 
My first from the ceiling was hung! 

My second and third, they were young, 

Yet a trifle too old, if you please, 

To be dandling a fourth on their knees. 

So I thought it no fifth, and no vice, 

Just to ‘‘sample”’ their lips. And so nice 
And so sixth was each soft osculation, 

That ‘‘ Oh, seventh !”’ was my glad exclamation. 


IV.—TaiL-CHANGES. 


A round, bounding first, who was second by 
name, 
To my house on a fine, frosty Christmas there 
came, 
And a third was the boon that he needed. 
I gave it—he made me a fourth—and his smile 
Would have yielded to fifth a fit subject, the 
while 
Like a dart on his journey he speeded. 


V.—ARITHMOREM—ANAGRAM. 


Of cricketer great put down on slate 
Initials twain: when done, 
Write fifty twice—and a cypher thrice— 
One thousand—five hundred and one. 
Lastly, add ten. Mix the letters then, 
As plum-pudding is mixed in dish; 
And the pains you’ve ta’en their reward shal] 
gain 
In a hearty old Christmas wish ! 


The answers will be published in a fortnight's 
time. The Editor will, in his discretion, 
suitably award prizes in respect of answers sent 
to him at 23, Bouverie Street, E.C., on or be- 
fore the 4th January next, accompanied with 





the entire front page of the cover of the issue 
dated the 2nd January, 1900. 


I’m ther man wot picked up yer tram-ticket when yer dropped it larst August. And 


nar it's Boxing Day. ‘Ow time slips!”’ 
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CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

TAN GLO8BS, or 

BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 





